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That t!iey behold ami fce^not vv^i at they fee ! 

They know whatbeautic is.fcc where it lyes, . 

Y CL what the beft is/akc the word to be. 

If eves corrupt by ouer-partiall lookes. 

Be anchord in the baye where all men ride. 

Why of eyes falfchood hall thou forged hookes, 
Whereto the iudgement of my heart is tide ? 

Why flrould my heart thinkc that a feucral! plot. 

Which my heart knowes the wide worlds common place? 
Or mine eyes feeing this.fay this isnot 
To put faire truth vpon fo foule a face. 

In things right true my heart and eyes haue erred. 
And to this falfe plague are they now tranlFcrred; 
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TI/ Hen my loue fwcaresthat flic is made of truth,. 

^ I do belecue her though 1 know (he lyes. 

That fhe might thinkc me fome vntuterd youth, 
Viilcarned in the w'orldsfaHe fubtilties. 

Thus vainely thinking that flie thinkes me young. 
Although fhe knowes my dayes arc pall the beft. 

Simply I credit her falfe fpeaking tongue; 

On both fidcs thus is fimple truth fuppreft t 
Blit wherefore .laves fhe not fire is vniuft ? 

And wherefore fay not 1 that I-am old ?. 

O loues bed habit is in feeming truft, . ^ 

And a.ce in loucjloues.not t’hauc ycares told. 

Therefore l.lyc with her, and flie with me, , 

And in our faults by ly es wc flattered be, 

O Call notmeto iuflifie the wrong, 

r hat thy vnkindneflelayes vpon my Heart, 
Wound me notwitb thine ey e but with thy toung, , 

Vfe power With power,andflay me not by Art, 

" Tell methou lou’il elfe-whcrc;but in my fight, 

Deare heart forbeave to glance thine eye afide. 

What wedft thouwound with cunning when t 
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Is more then my orc-prcll defence can bide? 
Xeeme cxrulc cheetah my loue well knowes, 

Her prettie lookes baue becnc mine enemies. 

And therefore from my face fhe turnes iny foes, 
That they clfe-where might, dart their iniurics-t 
Yet do not fojbut fi.icc I am necrc flninc. 

Kill me out-right with lookes, and rid my painc. 
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B e wife as thou artcrucll,do notpreffe 

M j’ coung'tide patience with too much difdaine : 
Lead forrovv lend me words and words exprefle, » 

The manner of my pittic w anting paine. 

Ifl might teach thee witte better it wcare. 

Though not to louc.yct loue to tell me lb, 

As tcHie fick-men w hcn tl itir deaths be necre, 

Nonewes but health from their Pliifitions know. 

For if I Ihoulddifpaire 1 Ihoiild grow madde. 

And in my madnefl’e might fpeakc illofthcc. 

Now this ill wreding \yorld is growne fo bad, 

Maddc flanderers by madde cares belccucd be. 

That I may not be fo, not thoube lyde, ^ ide, 

Ecarc thine eyes llraight , though thy proud heart gue 
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TN faith I doe not lone thee with mine eyes, 

J For they in thec a thoufand errors note. 

But ’tis my heart that loues what they difpife. 

Who in dilpight of view is plcafd to dote. 

Nor are mine cares w itb thy toungs iune delighted, 

Nor tender feeling to bafe touches prone. 

Nor tade, nor fmel4 defire to be inuited 
To any fcnfnall lead with rhee alone : 

Rut my flue wits;nor my fine fences can ^ ‘ 

Difwade one foolifh heart fromferuing thee, 

Wholeaucs vnfwai’d ihclikencflcof aman. 

Thy proud hearts flaue and vaifall wretch to be ! 

Oncly my plague thus farre I count my gaine, 

■ Tiut file that makes me finne,awards me painc. 
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